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straight to Gilder to-morrow, after I have delivered
it. I hate delivering things, and I hate to have a
subject found for me instead of occurring of itself
to my mind; still, I think the Milton will read
pretty well in print. Nelly is in London, with
the Deacons; I shall see her at the function at
St. Margaret's Church to-morrow, where mamma is
going up with me. How I wish my Lulu was to
be there too; my faithful follower at Brooklyn,
the first time I succeeded in making myself heard.
I have just finished reading the Pioneers aloud to
mamma and Nelly; a good deal of it is boring, but
it is wonderful how the topography and manners
gain in interest by having been in the country; the
country described in the novel is round the Owego
lake, in western New York; I cannot find it in the
map, but it must be near Binghampton, where I have
lectured, and where I insisted, though they thought
me mad, in going out in the awful cold, when I
arrived just before dark, in order to see the youth-
ful Susquehanna. I am reading to myself the
latter volumes of G. Sand's correspondence, and
find them so interesting that I shall write an articl
on " the old age of George Sand." We have regula
March weather here; cold north and north-easx
wind, and sometimes a sprinkle of snow, but the
thermometer never below 30, and up to 35 in the
daytime. In the north of England they have had
heavy snow and severe cold; thermometer at Fox
How down to 6, the lowest I ever heard of there.
Now I must stop, and if you knew how my article
pressed me you would say, " Poor old papa, it was